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 Excerpt of Agent Dog by 
Meher Bhamra

"Believe in yourself and you can do anything 
right."  
-Anonymous 
 
Prologue 
 
             It was a dark and stormy night when it 
happened. When the kidnapping within the 
famous Owl household took place. An event that 
made the headlines of all articles, newspapers, 
blogs; an event that changed the lives of two 
families. Two families that were once strong, 
passionate allies, turned to rival formidable foes. 
 
Here is how it occurred: 
 
That night, Professor Michael Leecard visited his 
colleague’s home to review their research 
concerning their current “project”. Just thinking 
about it, his lips curled into an excited grin, with 
him thinking, ‘Tonight is the night.

Once we have proof we have been there, we’ll 
change lives — for the better.’ Little did he know, 
that this was the night, it had all gone wrong. 
As Leecard stepped among the huge stones to 
reach the entrance way, he was greeted by his 
friend’s two youngsters: Amber and Rachel. 
          “Hello uncle Leecard!” said Amber. Or was 
it Rachel? Leecard simply smiled at them, then 
shook his head, as he still could not remember 
which sister was which. Why? Because they 
were exactly identical. Just then, Leecard 
thought, ‘How on Earth do Jade and John 
recognize which twin is which?’ As soon as he 
got into their home, John Owl stood up to greet 
his colleague friend and offer refreshments. 
         "Good evening Michael. Come, take a 
seat. Then, we can discuss our research”, said 
John. After a few hours spent on discussing their 
research, John said, "Okay, we will meet 
tomorrow to discuss further preparations for our 
current project." Minutes later, Leecard left. 
Just then, as soon as the colleague left, a 
screeching sound arose, stopping the Owl family 
to dead silence. Jade's face grew pale as John 



asked, panicking,            
         "Where's Amber?" Abruptly, the heart
tearing scream silenced, almost as quickly as it 
had began. 
 
Chapter 1 
 
         "Shadow, I know you love climbing trees, 
but you better get down here this instant!" I 
yelled at him. 
          "Woof! Woof!" replied Shadow. I figured 
that this would be harder than I thought. 
          I knew I shouldn't have bought that 
extraordinary untested concoction that came 
straight from the laboratory. Then again, 90% of 
the outcomes weren't my fault in the first place. 
So when I gave the potion to him to drink, I 
hadn't read the label. Don't look at me. He’s the 
one who wouldn't stop bothering me until I got 
the bottle for him. Later, after he drank the 
contents within the bottle, I read the label (it 
looked kind of weird) it said the potion was 
PERMANENT! It was already too late to turn back 
now. After I bought him that potion, it did some 

extraordinary things that changed his life forever. 
He could now start to talk like humans and climb 
trees way better than cats and squirrels. 
But...since we didn't want him to join the circus, 
we made him bark and act like a normal dog in 
the public. And since he could now talk like us 
(you should have seen me when he started. It 
was creepy!) , he told my family and I that he 
could read. That's why he wanted to get the 
concoction. 
             As I told Shadow to come back to the 
ground, a strange man in black dropped down 
from a helicopter and dognapped him. And right 
before he left, he glanced at me for a smidge of 
a second. Under that-midnight dark hat, I 
glimpsed dark, obsidian-sharp eyes as cold as 
Antarctica. Trust me, if you were in my shoes, 
you’d be so freaked out, that even your insides 
would be shaking. 
           "Think Soph, think!" I murmured to myself. 
Then, my instincts kicked in. First thing I did was 
press the gift charm on my bracelet, calling my 
parents. I told them everything: how Shadow had 
been climbing, how he was dognapped, and 



even the creepy dognapper who took my dog. 
After that, I quickly pressed the globe charm on 
my bracelet. Slowly, a 3D hologram formed, 
locating Shadow and his whereabouts. The 
address? It was #49 Tickery Drive in Tonliopolis, 
TQ 39245. 
         "That's not far from here!" I exclaimed. I 
thought we would reach Shadow in no time. 
Soon enough, I told my parents, and the other 
agents where he was being held captive. 
          Pause button! Now I know what you’re all 
wondering. What’s the deal with her (my) 
bracelet. So before I forget, let me explain. Since 
my dad is a techgenius, instead a typically 
boring cell phone, I got a cool bracelet. And it’s 
not just any bracelet, the different charms can 
do different things. For example, the gem on my 
bracelet can show all my personal stuff (awards, 
favorite ____, etc.), while another charm could 
have ebooks or can call. You get the point, right? 
Now, let's get back to the story: 
 
 
 

        MEANWHILE AT THE FORT... 
 
         "Dog, I command you to tell me your 
secrets!" said the strange man. Shadow shook 
his head, lips sealed and mouth shut. 
         "Then I shall indeed learn it the hard way", 
said the cloaked figure, his lips curling into a 
menacing grin. Shadow, unmoved by his 
dognapper's threatening figure, mimicked him 
silently, with his paws joining together to make 
the sign for “chatter box”, which was pretty much 
the only thing he could do in his bound-up state.

Fantasy Drawing by 
Meher Bhamra



Human Nature
Emotions 

 
The wind howls, 

The raging voice swivels my mind, I start to wonder- 
Who am i? 

I want to burst out with anger, My voice trembles, 
I slam my foot onto the ground. 

My soul turns blue; 
A tear falls down my cheek, 
I hear the whining of a child, 

I face my crouched shadow on the floor, I poignantly walk. 
I remember when i was a little one, Life was so easy, 

But we all go through pain. 
I start to decipher my inner self- We all have emotions, 

Eternally. 
I'm not the only one- 

Just thinking about it makes my soul replenished. 
 

~Camelia Gouda 

Unique 
 
You know what I find so beautiful? 
I think, 
That just the pure fact that every person who has ever lived,  
Has actually been really different from the rest, 
It's just so mind blowing to think about it. 
 
We have about 7 billion people that live on this planet today,  
And billions more that have lived long before us, 
But even then, 
No two humans have ever been the same. 
 
Not convinced? 
I can fix that, 
Close your eyes, 
Think about it for a minute, 
 
Have you ever met a person,  
That, 
Even in the most dire situations,  
Is always laughing? 
 
Have you ever met a person, 
That, 
Always brings a smile to your face? 
 
Or perhaps, 
You have met an individual, 
Who is always a source of inspiration. 
 
Have you ever met someone, 
Who likes you for who you are, 
Who doesn't find the need to change you,  
Into someone completely different? 
 
Have you ever met someone,  
Who, after some time, 
You just learn to love? 
Mark my words, 
Make a wish! 
 



Learn to love yourself for who you really are,  
Don't be afraid, 
Allow yourself to get inspired! 
Laugh like you'll die tomorrow, 
And don't limit your love, 
 
Because you have a special superpower, 
That separates you from people who live in the shadows of others.  
Everyone else can see it, 
Like that person who is always laughing, 
Or that special someone who always brings a smile to your face,  
And don't forget that individual, 
Who is ever so inspirational. 
 
Look at that person who likes you for who you are,  
Or perhaps at the one, who, 
After some time, 
You learn to love. 
 
Every one of those beings know,  
That you are your own person,  
You are an individual. 
 
After all, everyone is different,  
Everyone has different identities,  
Different ways, 
Different lives. 
 
There has never been anyone like you,  
There is nobody like you, 
And there will never be anyone like you. 
 
Your life is like a journey, 
And your soul is the bird in flight,  
Your life is meant for you. 
 
You are you, 
And that's why it's so beautiful. 
 
By Shakti Kumaresan

"The Ups and Downs of Life" 
 

There once was a time 
When life was never sour like a lime  

When life was as pristine as a clear sky  
When I felt like I could fly 

 
But with just my luck  

Tragedy struck 
My heart was shattered  

Nothing mattered 
 

But then I emerged 
Like a flower just starting to bloom  

Filling the empty room 
That my loved ones left 

Without a protest 
 

My immature nature flew right out the door  
Bringing my blissful, floating soul 

When they left my boat 
When they were knocked down  

Leaving me 
To drown 

 
Arashleen Pannu 

 
 

Untitled

We all love doing thing that 
make us feel big, 

from standing on stools
to looking down on others

it gives us this sense of power 
and strength. 

Something everyone believes 
they need,
but me?

I want to take a step back
let someone else take the lead.

I want to enjoy and observe the 
beauty in everything, 

but no.
I’m forced to have this craving 

for power.
The power which is ruining our 

world.

Veronica DeSouza 



The Humans 
 

We cry to try to let the pain out  
We laugh to spread the joy about 

 
We frown to keep our emotions inside  

We smile when we have nothing to hide 
 

We sing to let our hearts do the talking  
We dance to let our souls do the walking 

 
We wish for things when we know they are hopeless  
We try to get out of things we know we must cope 

with 
 

We go past the extremes to show how we feel  
Getting more cuts and scrapes than ever may heal 

 
We search for true love until the very end  

Getting our hearts broken again and again 
 

Some of us are the bravest of the brave  
Some can't help but be dead afraid 

 
Sometimes we lie and sometimes we don't 

We are the humans and we live how others won't 
 

-Megan Whitcomb

The Mind of a Writer

I see the world in many dimensions.

My senses burst
With the need to explain, 
To illustrate the depth 
Of my surroundings
In a way others
Can understand.

Every piece of information, 
Every sight,
Every new experience 
Enters my mind
As words,
As beautiful poetry
That arranges and rearranges itself 
Into letters and syllables
Only I can understand.

They swirl around me,
Like dandelion seeds in the wind, 
Brushing past my body
But just out of reach.

They are solid but transparent, 
Touchable but unrestrainable. 
They are made up of people, 
Places, and things,
All begging to be put down on paper 
And to be made into
Something real.

Every once in a while

One will land
And plant itself in my mind, 
Taking root
And occupying
Every ounce of my attention 
And creativity
Until it reaches full bloom.

It is a piece of nature, 
The rawest form
Of the most inner part 
Of my imagination; 
Fictional
Yet so absolute
I can almost feel the soft florets 
And its gentle breathing
As it grows.

We live off of each other, 
The dandelion and I.
I write it,
I create it,
And in return
I am immersed
Into a world of fantasy.

It is a place where I am happy, 
Where I can let my mind wander. 
A place where I can fall
into a world of make believe, 
And not be afraid
Of crashing to the ground.

- Halie Tolba







The Study of Birds

Birds on a Tree Branch

By: Arimita Padam

Cardinal Painting 
 
~Hannah Puhov

Feather Poem 
 

by Tanvi Saini



Peacock Mural Painting 
 

by Lanna Wang

The Canary 
 
The canary used to fly  
so gracefully  
through the sky. 
But one day  
she broke her wing and bruised her side 
the winds were too strong  
and no longer could she fly 
but she kept on singing 
keeping her pride 
 
By Ria Deshpande

Lorikeets 
 
by Arimita 
Padam



The Study of Plants

Flower Vase 
 
by Lanna Wang

Lotus Painting  
 
by Arimita 
Padam

Palm Tree Island 
Sunset

by Arimita Padam

Rose Painting 
 
by Ben Harris



Tree in a Savannah 
 
by Arimita Padam 

Palm Tree Sunset 
Photograph 
 
by Meher Bhamra
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Trees, Rocks, and 
More Snow 

by Meher Bhamra







By Anirudh Iyer



The World in Pictures

Westborough, MA Pic 
By Meher Bhamra

Lighthouse Painting 
By Lanna Wang

Traditional-looking view Pic, 
Khota, India 
By Meher Bhamra

Sunset clouds pic, 
Westborough, MA 
By Meher Bhamra



Mountains pic North 
Conway, NH 
By Meher Bhamra

Scenery Painting  
By Meher Bhamra

Sunset Island 
Painting 
By Meher Bhamra

Sunset with a Factory 
pic, Kota, India 
By Meher Bhamra

Morning Sunrise pic, 
Shrewsbury, MA 
By Meher Bhamra



7 Wonders of the World Park 
pictures, Kota, Rajhastan, 
India 
By Meher Bhamra

London Bridge

 (from left to right) The 
Roman Colesseum, The 
Great Pyramid, The 
Leaning Tower of Pisa, 
The Taj Mahal, The Eiffel 
Tower, and the Statue of 
Jesus overlooking Rio de 
Janeiro.

Harmandir Sahib (The Golden 
Temple), Amritsar, India pic 
The Holiest Sikh Gurdwara   
By Meher Bhamra 


















